Task 2 Poem

Deep breath. 
Another day, another walk. 
Going through the motions. Motionless. 
Daily struggles. Struggling out the front door. 
The feeling I have forgotten something. 
Footsteps thud, thud, thud down the steep hill from my house. 
Puppy panting, pulling pram, me panicking, paranoia people are judging, praying this part passes.
Through the gate, glance up at the map. 
Which path to take?
A question with only one answer. 
Pace past the pond, pondering past memories meandering into my mind.

Sigh.
Spring again. 
Signs of new life.
Birthing new life into the world.
Farewell to my old life. 
The smell of wild garlic. The wild child I once was. 
The baby daffodils childishly giggle. 
Cherry blossom sprinkled on the path ahead like icing sugar. The icing and the cherry on the cake. 
The smooth path on a downward slope is less strenuous on foot, speeding up the wheels spinning out of control. 
Over the valley, I can see the route I used to take. Rambling, rocky, risky, restricting.
Relishing in teasing me. 




Breathe in. 
Flowers in full bloom. 
The sweet smell entices like breastmilk to my babe and nectar to a bee.
Warm milk and honey. 
Roses. Rosy cheeks. 
My baby girl blossoming. 
Life in colour. 
Nurtured from a tiny seed. Buds hugged by petals protecting pollen. 
My baby girl nestled inside my bosom. 
My Florie.

Breathe out. 
The sound of water flowing. 
Trickling, rushing. 
Birds singing songs of old. 
A cool wind shivers and shakes the trees above.
Rain is coming. The feeling of times changing. 
Life fading. 
Damp decomposing Autumn leaves still lying on the ground. Forgotten. 
Seasons interwoven, intertwined. 

Breath. Mist.
A mysterious chapel in the woods. 
Ghosts of a past life. 
The smell of mud, moss, mold, rotting wood. 
End of life. 
Stillness. 
Cross. Rebirth. Sacrifice. 
The sacrifice a mother makes. The metamorphosis of motherhood. 
May my old life rest in peace. For I have been reborn as a mother. 
The path I choose forever more. 
